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From  Brig.-Gen.  Wm,  Thwaites. 

"  He  died  gloriously,  leading  his  men  during  the  attack 
on  Loos  on  the  25th  September,  in  the  full  performance 
of  his  duty.  .  .  . 

"  As  for  me,  I  have  to  deplore  the  loss  of  a  brave  and 
efficient  officer  who  can  ill  be  spared." 

From  Caft.  Guy  Williams. 

"  He  was  with  my  half  company  that  took  the  Chalk  Pit 
in  front  of  Loos,  and  captured  the  two  guns.  He  was  of 
the  greatest  assistance  to  me  ;  and  the  British  front  line  in 
front  of  Loos — now  the  French — was  partly  mapped  out 
by  him,  and  it  was  whilst  he  was  superintending  the  men 
digging  themselves  in  that  he  was  shot  by  a  sniper." 

From  Private  N.  J.  Fowler. 

"  Mr.  Adams  was  killed  by  a  sniper  after  behaving  in  a 
manner  which  called  forth  the  admiration  of  all  the  men 
under  his  command." 

From  Private  A.  Kaufman,  his  Orderly. 

"  Your  son  was  very  brave  indeed,  and  he  took  things 
very  cool.  He  went  across  waving  his  stick,  and  he  got  his 
platoon  together  in  fine  style.     The  guns  were  captured." 


"  War  knows  no  power.     Safe  shall  be  my  going 
Secretly  armed  against  all  death's  endeavour." 

"  He  leaves  a  white 
Unbroken  glory,  a  gathered  radiance, 
A  width,  a  shining  peace,  under  the  night." 

Rupert  Brooke. 
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POEMS 

Issued  privately,  in  tender  and  most  loving  memory,  by  his  mother 


L'ENVOI 

Just  as  from  ocean's  frowning  crags, 
The  tiny  shallop  softly  dips 
Atween  the  russet  water  flags. 
And  like  a  dainty  maiden  trips 
With  laughing  eyes,  and  parted  lips ; 

So  from  the  poet's  soul  there  slips 
Each  silver  thought  upon  its  way. 
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QUESTIONS  OF  THE   SOUL 


Canst  thou  travel  on  the  way  directed, 
Where  no  mortal  ever  dared  to  dwell ; 

Canst  thou  stand  alone  and  unprotected, 
In  the  place  where  others  stood  and  fell  ? 

Canst  thou  prosper  where  another  faileth, 
Or  maintain  the  hopes  by  others  lost ; 

Canst  thou  spurn  the  wrongs  a  comrade  haileth, 
Canst  thou  fight  them  back  whate'er  the  cost  ? 

Canst  thou  live  where  all  things  wane  and  perish, 
Or  prepare  to  die  where  all  things  grow  ; 

Canst  thou  hold  to  that  which  thou  dost  cherish. 
And  retain  it  tho'  'twas  meant  to  go  ? 

Canst  thou  in  the  face  of  death  stand  steady, 
Mid  the  roaring  seas  and  trembling  sky  ; 

When  thy  Maker  calls  thee  to  be  ready, 
Canst  thou  face  the  elements  and  die  ? 
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FRIENDSHIP 

Go  not  forward  with  the  morning, 

Friendless,  wearied  and  alone  ; 
Though  thy  lifetime  is  but  dawning, 

And  thy  manhood  be  not  grown. 
Go  not  filled  with  grief  and  sadness. 

With  no  comforter  on  earth  ; 
Go  not  on,  with  none,  in  gladness, 

None  to  share  your  mirth. 

Choose  a  friend  among  the  party 

Who  are  travellers  on  your  way ; 
Let  his  voice  ring  clear  and  hearty 

And  as  noble  as  the  day. 
Let  his  laugh  be  honest  laughter, 

And  his  handshake  true  as  steel ; 
A  friend  now,  a  friend  hereafter, 

Though  for  woe  or  weal. 
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Friendship  will  remain  for  ever, 

Through  whate'er  we  say  or  do  ; 
Neither  life  nor  death  can  sever 

Friendship  that  is  really  true. 
Friend  by  friend  we  tread  life's  sorrow, 

Heeding  not  the  blacken'd  sky  ; 
Friend  by  friend  we  face  the  morrow, 

Though  it  were  to  die. 
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NIGHTFALL 

Over  the  earth,  beneath  the  closing  skies, 

A  peaceful  hush  there  lies. 

The  falling  shadows  hail  the  parting  light, 

And  herald  in  the  night ; 

And  in  the  fields  and  lanes, 

The  songs  of  birds  are  stilled ;  and  silence  reigns. 

How  quiet  all !     The  sunset's  redd'ning  hue 

Lights  up  the  fading  view  ; 

And  then  in  golden  splendour  sinks  to  rest 

In  nature's  sleeping  breast. 

What  peace  !     Shall  man  intrude 

And  break  the  splendours  of  this  solitude  ? 

Labour  abandons  work,  and  from  the  plough 

With  joy  turns  homeward  now  ; 

While  from  the  farm  the  hands  come  trooping  down 

Into  the  smiling  town ; 

And  the  tall  smith  with  pride, 

Locks  up  his  shop,  and  puts  his  tools  aside. 
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Now  ends  the  day,  and  the  vast  bird  of  night 

Steals  near  in  silent  flight, 

Lulling  the  wind,  and  dark'ning  vale  and  hill, 

Leaving  the  wild  earth  still ; 

While  the  pale  twilight  fades. 

In  flitting  forms  and  long  forgotten  shades. 

The  babbling  brook  pursues  its  headlong  course, 

Through  bracken,  fern,  and  gorse. 

The  forest  fox  comes  forth  to  seek  his  prey, 

And  prowls  till  break  of  day ; 

And  the  pale  moon  peeps  down, 

A  sentinel  above  the  sleeping  town. 
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JUST  AS  THE  CAPTIVE  BIRD 

Just   as  the  captive  bird,  with  plaintive  cry 
And  longing  soul,  yearns  for  the  firmament, 

And  all  the  blue  of  the  o'erarching  sky, 

Beats  the  cage  bars  until  his  wings  are  spent ; 

So  is  my  soul,  weary  I  know  not  why, 

Filled  with  vague  longing  and  vast  wonderment. 

Perhaps  'tis  but  a  shadowy  form  they  see 
Leading  them  on  where  is  no  resting  place, 

That  the  soul  follows,  when  vacuity 

And  the  slow  night  shrouds  o'er  the  visioned  face  ; 

Till  all  the  work  of  years  seems  but  to  be 
Some  halting  tale  the  hurrying  hours  erase. 
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"SEND  THOU  THE  LIGHT" 

When  the  sky  is  black,  and  the  sunshine 

From  heaven  in  darkness  is  shrouded  ; 
When  my  soul  doth  sink  and  repine, 

And  my  heart  is  with  them  o'erclouded  ; 
Send  from  the  over-towering  height, 
Only  a  beam  of  light. 

When  the  storm  in  fury  battles, 

And  the  tempest  raves  unabated ; 
When  the  rolling  thunder  rattles, 

And  the  heart  of  the  world  seems  fated ; 
Send  Thou  the  blessed  word  of  peace, 
And  the  wild  storm  shall  cease. 

When  we  strive  and  amidst  the  fight, 

Our  courage  is  daunted  and  sighing  ; 
When  the  hero  has  turned  to  flight. 

And  the  mighty  are  wounded  and  dying ; 
King  of  the  righteous  and  the  right, 
Send  Thou  a  guiding  light. 
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When  we  reach  the  great  bay  at  last, 

With  the  end  of  our  journey  nearing  ; 
When  we  look  once  again  on  the  past, 
And  our  hearts  are  restless  and  fearing ; 
From  the  over-towering  height  above, 
Send  Thou  the  word  of  love. 
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THE   ISLAND   OF   A   DREAM 

Out  of  the  night  it  came, 
An  island  fair, 

Upon  whose  shore  the  fiery  sun  shone  down 
In  a  great  ball  of  flame, 
And  glimmered  on  many  a  rocky  pool. 
Set  like  a  diamond  'mid  the  trees 
With  leaves  and  dripping  foliage  for  a  crown. 
Where  gently  blew  from  colder  climes  the  breeze, 
And  sweeping  through  those  glades  and  valleys  cool, 
Sighed  gently  there ; 

While  from  afar  came  faintly  down  the  air 
The  beating  surf,  the  roll  of  the  unbounded  seas. 

The  seething  waves  rolled  on, 
Wound  in  and  out 

Among  the  crags  and  rocks  of  that  fair  shore ; 
The  sun  for  ever  shone  ; 

And  the  vast  shadows  cast  o'er  pleasant  glade 
Gave  shelter  from  the  heat  to  man  and  beast. 
Yet  far  from  man,  from  savagery  and  war, 
Was  that  small  isle.     No  adventurer  had  made 
Re-echoing  shout 

Across  that  world  frequented  by  the  least 
Of  God's  creations.    There  each  forest  bird 
Sang  song  unheard 

More  sweetly.     As  night  fell  and  moon  peeped  out, 
Tranquillity  reigned  queen ;  aU  noise  and  tumult  ceased. 
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I  stood  and  watched.     The  heat 
Of  day  was  o'er ; 

The  twilight  came  and  settled  on  the  earth ; 
The  amber  beams,  in  many  a  golden  sheet 
Of  the  bright  moon,  emblazoned  ocean's  path, 
Leaving  the  rest  to  the  night's  narrowing  girth : 
The  ground  was  soft  and  springy  to  the  feet, 
Whereon  I  stood  ;    inviting  my  repose. 
And  the  sea's  gentle  roar 

And  the  soft  breeze  lulled  all  to  sleep.     The  close 
Of  day  came  swiftly.     Waves  on  the  far  shore 
Gleamed  in  the  dark,  and  the  moon's  mirrored  light 
Reflected  in  the  twinkling  altars  of  the  night. 

Dame  Nature's  fairy  wand 
Waved  over  all. 

And  earth  was  still,  while  through  the  parted  wood 
The  ocean  lay  beyond, 

And  gently  rose  and  dipped,  as  though  some  giant 
Breathed  in  its  depths.     No  man  had  ever  stood 
Where  I  stood  now.     No  beast  ere  turned  defiant 
To  face  the  hunter  when  at  length  it  fell. 
Around  me  those  vast  wonders  wove  their  spell ; 
I  was  alone  with  nature  in  her  might ; 
A  seagull's  call 

Soared  heavenward  ;    the  wind  rustled,  that  was  all ; 
And  that  fair  island  faded  slowly  from  my  sight. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  SEAS 

Deep,  deep  is  the  dark  blue  ocean, 
And  its  secrets  are  deep  as  well, 

For  who  knoweth  the  song  of  its  motion, 
The  song  of  the  rolling  swell. 

Who  knoweth  the  heart  of  its  plunder. 
Who  knoweth  the  depth  of  its  soul ; 

And  who  can  do  more  than  to  wonder 
At  that  which  no  man  can  control. 

Or  who  can  do  more  than  to  listen 

To  the  beat  of  its  strength  on  the  shore  ; 

And  watch  the  huge  billows  that  glisten, 
And  leap  to  their  death  with  a  roar  ? 

Oh,  list  to  the  song  of  its  motion, 
Entwined  in  the  moan  of  the  breeze  ; 

That  song,  the  wild  song  of  the  ocean. 
The  song  of  the  rolling  seas. 
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THE   LOST  EXPLORER 


Captain    Scott   and  his  comrades,  who  perished    on  their 
return  journey  from  the  South  Pole. 

Only  a  message  unsaid,  only  a  word  left  unspoken, 
Only  a  deed  incomplete,  only  a  span  that  is  broken. 
Leaving  the  world  in  darkness,  sleeping  through  ages 
unwoken. 

Only  a  life  borne  away  in  the  vast  flood  of  Time's  river  ; 
Only  a  fame  that  is  dead,  dead  in  a  hopeless  endeavour, 
Only  a  world  that  has  gone,  gone  in  the  darkness  for  ever. 

Only  a  hope  that  is  lost,  bitterly  lost  in  the  trying  ; 
Only  a  comrade  forlorn,  left  in  the  wild  unknown,  dying  ; 
Only  a  tear  from  heaven,  only  the  wind  that  is  sighing. 
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THE  SEASONS 

She  smiled  ;  and  all  the  world  was  gay, 
The  leaves  and  flowers  sprang  to  life, 

The  clouds  of  heaven  rolled  away. 
And  peace  reigned  o'er  this  world  of  strife. 

She  laughed  ;  the  echo  sounding  clear, 

Was  wafted  over  vale  and  hill. 
The  earth  no  more  was  dull  and  drear, 

But  in  a  beauteous  calm  lay  still. 

She  sang ;  the  music  of  her  voice. 
Filled  all  around  with  joy  and  mirth ; 

The  birds  of  heaven  at  her  choice 

Mingled  their  songs  with  hers  on  earth. 

She  sighed,  and  summer  passed  away, 
And  frozen  lay  the  mountain  stream  ; 

The  world  no  more  was  bright  and  gay, 
And  beauty  vanished  as  a  dream. 
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She  wept ;  the  heavens  clouded  o'er, 
Her  tears  flowed  with  the  falling  rain  ; 

They  gathered,  mist  and  fog  once  more, 
And  earth  was  dark  and  dull  again. 

She  slept,  and  with  her  slept  the  year, 
For  she  was  queen  of  sun  and  showers ; 

She  woke ;  the  sky  was  bright  and  clear, 
And  earth  once  more  lay  decked  with  flowers. 
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A  CHILD'S  NIGHTFALL 

Glimmer  and  glow 

The  sun  sinks  low, 

Sinks  to  his  couch  in  the  Western  sea  ; 

Over  the  glade 

Falter  and  fade 

River  and  hedge  and  bird  and  tree. 

Just  as  the  dart 
Wingeth  apart, 
Whither  away 
No  one  can  say; 
Fadeth  the  day 
River  and  dell, 
Whither  away 
No  one  can  tell. 

Now  doth  he  come. 
Sombre  and  slow. 
Night  from  below  ; 
Driven  and  dumb 
Melted  like  snow. 
Dies  the  skies  glow 
In  fitful  flames ; 
Twilight  remains 
Only  to  go. 
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Now  in  the  sky 

With  visage  sly  ; 

Pale  are  the  beams  of  her  ashen  light ; 

Cometh  the  moon, 

Like  a  silver  spoon 

Set  in  the  velvet  folds  of  the  night. 

And  the  stars 

In  their  blazon'd  bars. 

There  in  the  purple  sky  to  be. 

Guide  for  men 

On  earth — and  then, 

It  seems  a  song  they  sing  to  me. 

Glimmer  and  glow 

The  sun  sinks  low, 

Sinks  to  his  couch  in  the  Western  sea  ; 

Over  the  ^ade 

Falter  and  fade 

River  and  hedge  and  bird  and  tree. 
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KHARTOUM 

Weep,  O  ye  darken'd  walls,  ye  ramparts  grim, 

The  tale  to  tell. 
Weep,  O  ye  gloomy  towers  at  thought  of  him, 

Who  fought  so  well ; 
Within  thy  very  walls,  the  spot  now  dim, 

Where  Gordon  fell. 

Mark  well  the  place  where  the  brave  General  died. 

Fearless  and  calm. 
Holding  within  thy  walls  Britannia's  pride. 

The  flag,  from  harm  ; 
Where  he  the  only  Briton  bravely  plied 

With  tireless  arm, 

Mark  well  the  spot,  where  like  a  lion  at  bay. 

He  faced  the  crowd  ; 
Before  him  death,  yet  turning  not  away, 

A  Briton  proud. 
Ye  walls  and  ramparts  grim  that  guard  the  way, 

A  hero  shroud. 
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"ROLL    ON,   THOU    DEEP    AND    DARK 
BLUE  OCEAN,  ROLL  " 

(Byron) 

Roll  on  in  mighty  splendour,  roll, 
Above  thy  restless  heaving  soul. 
In  freedom  wild  none  can  control, 
Roll  on. 

In  the  dull  depths  where  beauty  reigns, 
And  all  that  solitude  attains, 
King  of  that  peace  which  still  remains. 
Roll  on. 

Mid  the  wild  tempest  seethed  in  froth, 
Lash  up  the  waves  with  fearful  wrath, 
In  very  anger  bursting  forth. 
Roll  on. 

O'er  the  expanse  of  ocean's  arm, 
'Neath  the  grim  wind  e'en  courting  harm. 
In  peace  or  tempest,  gale  or  calm. 
Roll  on. 
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ASPHODEL 

I  walked  through  the  forest  in  summer, 
When  the  birds  sang  in  the  trees, 

And  I  was  alone,  unfollowed, 
Save  by  the  gentle  breeze. 

I  walked  in  the  forest  till  found  I 
A  pleasant  and  cooling  glade. 

And  there  I  sat  me  to  ponder. 
Under  an  oak  tree's  shade. 

A  rivulet  slowly  wandered 

Into  my  small  domain, 
And  fell  in  cascades  of  crystal 

Out  of  my  sight  again. 

And  the  birds  sang  in  the  branches 
A  song  that  I  seemed  to  know. 

And  the  wind  made  gentle  answer, 
And  the  river  murmured  low. 

Bright  was  the  day,  and  joyful ; 

Placid  my  spirit  lay. 
E'en  as  a  storm-whelmed  vessel 

Sails  in  a  fairy  bay. 
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Long  did  I  sit,  till  the  shadows 
Like  armies  of  silent  men, 

Moved  in  their  mystic  circles 
Over  the  grassy  glen. 

Long  did  I  ponder  in  silence. 
There  where  no  mortal  chanced, 

And  many  a  sound  and  echo. 
And  whisper,  my  dream  enhanced. 

Sometime  the  moving  shadows 
Helped  me  to  weave  my  dream, 

Sometime  the  crystal  fountain. 
Sometime  the  river's  gleam. 

And  musing  thus  I  slowly 
Lifted  my  head,  and  there. 

Saw  her  standing  in  silence 
Where  sunbeams  kiss'd  her  hair. 

Close  to  the  tumbling  river 

She  stood,  and  the  white  cascade 

Lay  like  a  mirror  beside  her. 
There  in  that  grassy  glade. 

Flowers  that  ope  in  summer. 
Blended  in  colours  bright ; 

Moon  that  is  kissed  by  water, 
Down  the  enpurpled  night. 


Worlds  that  wake  to  the  morning, 

By  river  and  field  and  tree  ; 
Stars  that  are  rocked  to  slumber, 

Over  a  moonlit  sea. 

Like  to  these  in  her  beauty, 

She  seemed  so  wondrous  fair, 
She  who  combed  her  tresses 

Over  the  waters  there. 

Ever  she  combed,  and  ever 

Seemed  she  fairer  still, 
And  Nature  sang  to  her  presence 

From  river  and  vale  and  hill. 

And  the  squirrels  hopped  out  to  watch  her, 

Out  from  their  fast  retreat. 
And  the  waters  murmured  with  pleasure, 

Rippled  and  splashed  her  feet. 

And  breezes  entwined  the  tresses 
She  combed  at  the  river's  bank, 

Filling  the  wood  with  their  perfume 
So  that  the  flowers  drank. 

"  Goddess  or  dryad  art  thou  ?  " 

Half  to  myself  I  said, 
And  as  though  she  had  heard  me. 

Slowly  she  turned  her  head. 
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Only  her  face  I  saw  not, 

Still  was  it  hid  from  me, 
Half  by  her  hair  so  golden, 

Half  by  the  branching  tree. 

E'en  as  the  sculptor  seeth 

His  dream  in  the  rough  clay's  place, 
So  I  knew  it  was  wondrous, 

Fairer  than  mortal  face. 

"  What  is  thy  name,  O  goddess, 
O  nymph  with  the  golden  hair, 

Art  thou  a  passing  fancy. 
Beautiful,  lustrous,  fair  ?  " 

Just  as  there  comes  from  afar  off 
The  tone  of  the  purest  bell. 

She  answered  my  thoughts  unuttered  ; 
"  My  name  is  Asphodel." 

And  the  wind  caught  her  answer, 

Bore  it  away,  and  away  ; 
Echoed  it  down  the  valley. 

Out  to  the  distant  day. 

So  that  I  seemed  to  hear  it 
From  valley,  hill,  and  dell ; 

Softly  the  river  murmured, 
And  the  birds,  "Asphodel." 
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"  Asphodel !     Goddess  of  beauty, 

Here  in  this  fairy  glade 
Bring  I  the  love  of  a  mortal, 

Love  of  a  man  for  a  maid. 

"  Care  I  not  if  thou  art  Goddess, 

Seen  where  a  river  purled, 
Though  thou  be  vision  wondrous, 

Not  of  this  mortal  world. 

"  Yet  I  will  follow  after. 
Tracing  this  world  of  Time, 

Till  I  have  found  thy  presence, 
Love  that  is  named  sublime." 

Laughing  she  bent  to  the  water. 
And  played  with  the  crystal  stream, 

Laughing  she  threw  out  her  tresses. 
And  was  gone  in  the  river  gleam. 

Gone  !     To  my  feet  I  started. 

But  only  the  river  danc'd, 
And  the  sun  in  the  highest  heaven 

Over  the  treetops  glanced. 

And  the  flowers  of  the  half-hid  valley, 

Lent  colour  in  vast  array, 
And  something  that  gleamed  so  golden  ; 

The  sun-whelmed  leaves  of  May. 
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Moon  that  is  kissed  by  water, 
Down  the  enpurpled  night. 

Flowers  that  ope  in  summer, 
Blended  in  colours  bright. 

Worlds  that  wake  to  the  morning, 
By  river  and  field  and  tree. 

Stars  that  are  rocked  to  slumber, 
Over  a  moonlit  sea. 

Ever  her  name  stayed  with  me. 

But  as  I  left  the  dell, 
And  from  the  woods  went  homewards, 

It  whispered  me,  "  Asphodel." 
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THE  ROVER'S   SONG 

Out  upon  the  Spanish  Main 
There's  a  mighty  treasure  lain  ; 

Blow,  winds,  blow  ! 
We're  upon  its  golden  track. 
And  we're  off  to  bring  it  back. 
For  we're  gentlemen  of  fortune  all, 

Yo  !  ho  !  ho ! 


Chorus  : — 


So  hoist  the  jolly  Roger  up 

And  show  'em  how  to  fight ; 

So  sand  the  decks  and  load  the  guns 

And  set  the  cannons  right ; 

For  we'll  sail  a  ship  that  bites,  my  lads. 

Row,  boys,  row  ! 
And  we'll  sweep  the  seas  again,  my  lads, 

Yo  !  ho  !  ho  ! 
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Out  upon  the  ocean  swell, 
With  the  wind  behind  us  well, 

Blow,  winds,  blow  ! 
We  will  o'er  the  ocean  rove, 
Till  we  find  the  secret  cove. 
For  we're  gentlemen  of  fortune  all, 

Yo  !  ho  !  ho  ! 


Chorus  : — 


So  hoist  the  jolly  Roger  up 

And  show  'em  how  to  fight  ; 

So  sand  the  decks  and  load  the  guns 

And  set  the  cannons  right ; 

For  we'll  sail  a  ship  that  bites,  my  lads. 

Row,  boys,  row  ! 
And  we'll  sweep  the  seas  again,  my  lads, 

Yo  !  ho  !  ho  ! 
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"A  GALLANT  GENTLEMAN" 

Over  that  endless  plateau  onward  they  tramped, 

But  a  blizzard  came  down  and  destroyed  their  hopes 
of  peace. 
Weary  of  marching,  and  dying  of  want  they  encamped, 
And    patiently    waited  for   that  which  would    never 
cease. 

Only  eleven  miles  from  the  rest  they  sought ; 

Only  eleven  miles  from  the  waiting  crews. 
'Twas  hard  to  die  with  their  journey  scarcely  wrought ; 

'Twas  hard  with  the  battle  all  but  won,  to  lose. 

Nought  could  be  done,  and  yet  one  man  the  less, 
One  dying  man  who  would  hinder  them  not  when 
dead  ; 
He  might  save  their  lives,  he  would  lighten  their  dire 
distress, 
"  I  am  going  outside  ;   I  may  be  some  time,"  he    said. 

They  stopped  him  not ;  they  could  hardly  move  a  hand 
To  beckon  him  back  from  death  in  that  outer  gloom  ; 

He  heard  them  not,  but  obeying  a  higher  command. 
Went  like  an  English  gentleman  to  his  doom. 
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The  blizzard  fell  not ;  theirs  was  certain  death, 

But  they  were  men  who  came  of  an  iron  breed  ; 

Death  they  feared  not,  although  they  had  felt  its  breath. 
Fear  was  an  unknown  word  in  their  country's  creed. 

Over  their  heads  the  tempest  howled  and  wailed  ; 

The  pangs  of  hunger  and  thirst  remained  to  the  last  ; 
Yet  their  captain  wrote,  "  We  have  done  our  best  and 
failed, 
But  we  know  that  Britons  can  die  as  they  died  in  the 
past," 

Only  a  blinding  field  of  ice  and  snow 
Marks  where  they  lie  'neath  the  dome  of  the  azure 
skies, 
On  that  endless  plain  which  they  loved  and  longed  to 
know, 
Only  the  snow  shrouds  the  spot  where  a  hero  lies. 
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A  MEMORY  OF  SWITZERLAND 

The  veiled  torrent  falling, 
Gently  calling,  calling ; 
The  peaceful  wind  sighing, 
The  bright  sunlight  dying 
O'er  the  snow-topped  mountains ; 
Glistening  in  the  fountains 
On  its  spray  like  silver. 
Below,  the  swift  river 
Murmuring  on  for  ever ; 
Far  beneath  it  rages 
In  the  gorge  of  ages. 
Above  the  snow-clad  hills, 
And  falling  mountain  rills, 
Falling  down  like  silver. 
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The  far  mountains  gleaming, 
The  white  torrent  streaming, 
Mid  the  firs  and  pine  trees. 
The  simple  brook  singing, 
The  distant  bells  ringing. 
With  the  cattle  lowing. 
And  the  gentle  blowing 
Of  the  wind  around  them  : 
So  my  thoughts  have  found  them 
Found  them  mid  the  pine  trees. 
The  veiled  torrent  falling, 
Gently  calling,  calling 

Mid  the  murmuring  pine  trees. 
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ODE   TO   THE    BIRD    OF   THE   SUNSET 

Ah,  joyous  theme  ! 
That  song  so  oft  rung  truly  from  thy  heart ; 
What  thoughts  wouldst  thou  impart, 
Who  through  the  skies  doth  swoop  and  twist. 
"    A  silver  stream 

Of  knowledge  infinite, 
It  floweth  forth,  and  all  the  world  must  list 

To  thy  chant  of  delight. 

Across  the  seas  thou  speedest, 
And  far  behind  there  gleams  the  rock-bound  shore  ; 

Thou  turnest  not  in  flight,  nor  heedest 
The  distant  breakers  roar  ; 
But  ere  the  day  be  gone, 
Thou  dost  fly  swiftly  on 
To  where  the  blue  in  mystery  profound 
Wraps  itself  up,  and  rocks  in  slumber  sound. 
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The  red  sun  sinks  below  the  enpurpled  sky, 

And  thou  wild  bird  fliest  on  ; 
The  sunbeams  dance  and  quiver 
Like  shadows  on  a  river, 

And  then  are  gone  ; 
The  breeze  slips  gently  by, 
The  thrown-surf  gleams  pure  white. 
And  thou  in  thy  delight, 
Sweepst  through  the  heavenly  blue, 
While  all  the  world  is  lit  in  russet  hue. 

Ah,  lissome  bird  of  heaven  !     I  see  thee  sail 
Into  the  blood-red  sun, 
Ah,  wouldst  thou  go  ? 
I  hear  thy  wail ; 

Oh  thou  wert  joyous,  clever. 

And  thou  art  gone,  I  know, 
For  ever,  ah  for  ever. 
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SONG 

The  rippling  river  lends  its  distant  whisper, 
The  birds  upon  the  hillside  do  rejoice  ; 

My  soul  is  wrapped  in  thraldom  at  the  music  ; 
I  hear  thy  voice,  my  love. 

Above  the  hills  the  redd'ning  tinge  of  daybreak. 
And  all  the  world  a  glory  of  its  flush  ; 

I  gaze  upon  the  glamour  of  thy  being ; 
I  see  thy  blush,  my  love. 

A  star  stands  glittering  in  the  utmost  heavens ; 

I  see  its  dazzling  splendour,  and  to  me 
There  comes  that  peace  beyond  man's  weak  conception, 

For  'tis  like  thee,  my  love. 
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THE    STAR    AND    THE    PEARL 

(Lyric) 

A    Star    in    the    heavens    so    radiant    and    bright, 
A  beacon  of  beauty  that  shines  through  the  night. 

A  pearl  in  the  ocean,  superb  in  its  sleep. 
For  one  and  one  only  to  find  and  to  keep. 

From  the  shrine  of  my  soul  they  shall  never  depart 
The  star  is  your  presence  ;   the  pearl  is  your  heart. 
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THE    TRAVELLER'S    HOME. 

Oh  leave  me  with  my  thoughts  in  some  quiet  spot, 
Where  summer  all  her  beauties  doth  bestow, 
Where  this  world's  toils  and  troubles  lie  forgot, 
Where  the  birds  sing,  and  the  tall  rushes  grow  ; 
Where  the  great  trees  their  cooling  shadows'  throw, 
And  waking  nature  o'er  the  landscape  beams. 
Where  the  small  rivers  trickling  gently  flow, 
And  bird  and  beast  pursue  the  cooling  streams. 
There  leave  me  to  my  fancy,  and  my  boyhood  dreams. 

Leave  me  alone  within  these  peaceful  glades. 
And  let  me  rest  amid  the  oaks  of  time. 
Here  let  me  lie,  and  think  while  daylight  fades, 
Leaving  my  memories  in  peace  sublime. 
Then  gladly  to  the  mountain  top  I  climb, 
The  village  of  my  home  below  me  lies. 
Again  I  list  to  the  far  distant  chime, 
And  watch  the  sunset  spreading  in  the  skies, 
Bringing  with  it  lost  joys,  and  golden  memories. 
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Again  I  hear  the  long  familiar  calls, 
The  woodland  cries  resounding  o'er  the  vale  ; 
Once  more  I  hear  the  forest  song  that  thralls 
The  listener,  and  the  hooting  owl's  shrill  hail : 
Again  I  see  the  fox  upon  the  trail. 
And  watch  the  shadows  of  departing  day  ; 
Once  more  I  listen  to  the  hungry  wail 
Of  some  lone  beast,  prowling  to  seek  its  prey  : 
And  there  I  rest,  still  dreaming  in  the  twilight  grey. 
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SILENT  WATERS 

There  is  a  silence  better  than  all  speech.'* 

(Carlyle.) 

Waters  pellucid,  peaceful, 
Set  like  a  jewel  in  splendour  ; 
Hid  in  the  forest  seclusion 
Under  the  arching  sky  ; 
Kirtled  with  hanging  foliage, 
Guarded  by  poplars  slender, 

Crowned  with  flowers  in  profusion, 
That  never  shall  fade  or  die. 

Blue  as  the  heavens  o'erarching, 
Placid  as  though  it  were  ever 

Deep  in  profound  meditation, 
Silent  in  splendid  thought  : 
Over  its  mirror-like  surface 
Ripples  a  movement  never, 

Save  for  the  faint  agitation. 
Shadows,  the  flying  birds  wrought. 
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Mystical  waters  of  silence, 
Whelmed  in  the  dying  sun's  glory  ; 
Here  is  the  secret  of  heaven, 
Peace  that  never  shall  die. 
Loveliness  kissed  by  the  sunset, 
Wrapped  in  the  ages  story, 

Lost  in  the  wonder  of  silence, 
Under  the  arching  sky. 
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SOLITUDE 

As  when  the  pallid  earth,  benumbed 

By  snows  eternal,  moonlike  stands 
Upon  the  archway  of  the  sky  ; 

And  all  things  living  have  succumbed 
Within  its  gaunt  and  ghastly  lands. 

And  nothing  more  is  left  to  die  : 
When  the  seas  lie  a  frozen  flood, 

Never  again  to  leap  and  roar ; 
And  the  earth,  desolate,  snow  strewed. 

Is  barren  waste  from  shore  to  shore. 
Ah  1  then  thou  awful  solitude  : 

Rule — rule  supreme  for  evermore. 
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AS  I  RODE  AWAY 

The  air  of  the  hills  was  fresh  and  bright, 
As  the  fox  peeped  forth  from  his  glist'ning  den. 

The  cricket  hailed  with  his  hymn  the  light, 
And  the  birds  flew  away  o'er  field  and  fen. 

The  swallow  was  singing  his  morning  song, 

And  I  loved  them  all  as  I  rode  along. 

The  fox  leapt  forth  from  his  burrowed  lair. 
And  followed  the  winding  path  away. 

The  sparrow  hopped  out  and  watched  me  there, 
While  the  sun  beat  down  on  that  joyful  day. 

The  swallow  sang  on  with  his  morning  song, 

And  I  loved  them  all  as  I  rode  along. 

Around  me  the  world  was  bright  and  gay, 

The  very  hedges  seemed  to  sing. 
The  river  hailed  me,  "  Oh,  whither  away," 

And  I  turned  and  laughed  with  a  joyful  ring. 
The  swallow  sang  on  with  his  morning  song, 
With  a  merry  heart  I  rode  along. 
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The  crickets  cried  out  as  I  rode  their  way, 
The  forest  whispered  across  the  glade  ; 

The  thrushes  hailed  me,  "  Oh,  whither  away ! 
To  meet  a  great  lady  or  greet  a  fair  maid  ?  " 

The  swallow  called  to  my  heart  in  song, 

And  I  laughed  with  joy  as  I  rode  along. 


The  day  was  spent.     Slowly  we  came 

Over  the  hills  through  the  woodland  track. 

The  sun  blazed  out  in  a  world  of  flame, 
As  into  the  valley  I  journeyed  back. 

The  birds  were  singing  their  evening  song. 

But  I  heard  them  not  as  I  rode  along. 

Over  the  hills  a  stillness  lay. 

The  evening  fell,  and  the  twilight  came. 
But  the  river  murmured,  "  Oh,  whither  away," 

And  the  forest  sighed,  "  Have  you  won  the  game  ?  " 
All  was  still,  but  the  birds  sang  on. 
And  I  heard  them  not  as  I  rode  along. 

The  earth  was  at  rest,  the  valley  slept. 
The  stars  shone  out  in  the  world  above  ; 

The  fox  looked  up  as  away  he  crept. 

And  the  swallow  stopped  singing  his   song  of  love. 

The  moon  peeped  in  on  the  parting  day. 

And  I  saw  them  not  as  I  rode  away. 
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MEMORIES 

I  saw  a  flower  upon  the  hills, 

And  as  I  gazed  in  thought, 
Amid  the  gleaming  of  the  rills, 

A  memory  it  brought. 
And  as  upon  my  way  I  went, 

I  ponder'd  on  that  sunny  rise  : 
One  common  flower  to  me  had  sent 

A  flood  of  living  memories. 

I  heard  a  bird  within  the  brake, 

And  as  I  listened  there, 
My  very  spirit  seemed  to  wake, 

That  songster's  joy  to  share. 
And  when  the  bird,  its  message  wrought, 

Flew  far  away  in  those  blue  skies ; 
That  forest  song  to  me  had  brought 

A  flood  of  joyous  memories. 
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"ENGLAND,  FAREWELL" 

The  last  thoughts  of  the  dying  Admiral  Nelson. 

England,  farewell,  I  loved  thee  with  my  heart, 
And  while  I  lived,  thy  glory  did  not  wane  ; 
But  now  'tis  hard  for  thou  and  I  to  part, 

For  I  am  spent  after  life's  vast  campaign, 
In  which  campaign  I  at  the  dark  end  fell, 
Leaving  to  England  but  a  last  farewell. 

Yet  all  must  fall  when  battle's  life  is  fought, 
The  brave  must  falter  and  the  hero  die. 

All,  when  the  mighty  race  of  time  is  wrought, 
Must  turn  to  peace,  from  woe  and  strife  to  fly. 

I  turn  to  peace,  from  strife,  e'en  England  too. 

Leaving  behind,  one  last  but  fond  adieu. 
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PEACE 

O  would  that  I  could  fly  amain, 

Into  a  blue  and  cloudless  sky, 
Where  peace  and  beauty  ever  reign, 

Where  I  may  find  tranquillity. 

Where  peace  and  happiness  unite, 

Where  truest  solitude  is  found, 
That  I  may  reach  a  greater  height 

Of  faith  and  hope,  still  heavenward  bound. 

'Tis  in  the  way  of  life  we  go, 
Through  many  failures  of  the  past. 

Mid  toil  and  labour,  strife  and  woe. 
Until  we  find  true  peace  at  last. 
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THE  NORTHERN  LIGHTS 

When  in  the  ice-bound  regions  of  the  North, 
Close  to  the  pole  of  mighty  men's  desires ; 
In  their  eternal  splendour  bursting  forth, 
The  Northern  fires. 

Like  burning  ashes  glows  the  Northern  sky. 

Filled  with  the  radiancy  of  colours  bright ; 
At  first  the  flames  are  dulled,  then  flashing  high. 
Leap  into  light. 

Few  are  the  beauties  of  the  frozen  North, 

And  these  to  gaze  upon,  few  have  the  rights ; 
Who  would  give  much,  to  see  them  bursting  forth, 
— The  Northern  lights. 
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SONNET  TO  CLOUDS 

White  clouds  suspended  o'er  the  heavenly  sward; 
Pile  upon  pile,  pillar  on  pillar  gleam  ; 
Vast  vistas  carven  for  the  gods  they  seem. 
Tinted  and  strange,  when  the  sun's  flaming  sword 
Pierces  the  battlements,  and  hurls  abroad 
Each  snowy  pinnacle,  that  now  again 
Majestically  decks  the  azure  plain, 
As  though  by  hand  of  giant  child  restored. 

Oh  wondrous  cloud  !  more  fair  art  thou  to  me 
Than  summer  fields ;  no  earth  realm  can  endow 
Such  peace,  as  on  thy  marbled  walls  I  look 
From  out  the  dusty  road  of  life.     In  thee 
Pleasure  I  find ;  and  to  my  spirit  thou 
Art  as  refreshing  as  the  crystal  brook. 
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THE  VISION 

I  stand  upon  the  mountain  ridge 

And  gaze  across  the  moonlit  sky ; 

Above  me  like  a  Titan  bridge, 

The  heavens  stand,  and  solemnly 

The  stars  and  planets  thunder  by,  ^ 

And  all  the  universe  is  bright 

With  myriad  shafts  of  dancing  light, 

That  twinkle  in  their  lethargy. 

The  mysteries  of  a  lifetime  sought, 

Die,  and  fade  into  nothingness : 

Man's  kingdoms,  and  the  deeds  they  wrought 

The  pompous  glories  of  excess. 

And  all  the  stars  my  soul  caress. 

And  all  the  night,  is  peace  to  me ; 

It  wafts  away  all  misery. 

And  all  my  woe  and  bitterness. 

Come  !  thou  vast  soul  of  nature,  come, 
And  speak  with  me  who  am  thy  slave  ! 
The  stars,  the  heavens,  all  are  dumb. 
But  thou  hast  voice  from  Him  who  gave, 
And  thou  hast  power  beyond  the  grave, 
That  I  would  know  and  understand. 
Thou  cosmic  spirit  of  the  land ; 
Speak  unto  me  who  am  thy  slave ! 
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Insipid  is  this  earthly  life, 
From  birth  unto  the  bitter  grave  ; 
'Tis  wasted  in  unending  strife, 
'Tis  puny,  as  the  tempest  drave 
The  vessel  on  before  the  wave  ; 
Powerless  to  move  or  strive  with  thee, 
Thou  ruler  of  the  roaring  sea  ! 
Speak  unto  me  who  am  thy  slave  ! 

The  chariots  of  the  skies  spring  forth, 
And  shoot  across  the  trembling  night, 
As  though  proud  Jupiter  in  wrath 
Rode  once  again  in  mystic  might 
Athwart  the  darkness  and  the  flight 
Of  charioteer  and  fiery  horse ; 
Swerved  not,  nor  altered  from  the  course 
Ordained  by  Him  who  ruled  the  night. 

Dwindles  the  earth,  and  once  again 
The  vision  of  the  trembling  sky 
Seems  focussed  in  my  inward  brain. 
I  see  those  worlds  that  crash  and  die. 
And  mark  each  ghostly  shadow  fly 
Between  the  vistas  of  the  stars. 
I  walk  the  terraces  of  Mars, 
And  hear  the  music  of  the  sky. 
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Like  some  hallucination  springs 

Such  fancy  of  the  heavenly  place  ! 

Upon  my  head  a  crown  enrlngs 

The  jewel  emerald  of  space  ; 

And  to  my  ear  there  softly  sings 

The  humming  of  ten  thousand  spheres : 

So  my  soul  is  filled  with  fears, 

And  terror  round  my  presence  clings. 

Adown  Titanic  gloom  I  wing, 
Adown  the  night's  enpurpled  shade, 
And  round  my  presence  dryads  sing, 
And  Eros  guides  with  fiery  blade 
That  multitude  of  heavenly  maid," 
Wherof  I  seemed  a  soulless  part, 
Without  mind,  body,  without  heart ; 
A  spirit  wandering  and  dismayed. 

And  a  voice  cried  "  Behold  the  earth  !  " 
I  looked,  and  far,  far  up  the  height 
The  earth-speck  stood  ;  and  like  the  mirth 
Of  some  lone  madman  laughed  the  night, 
And  the  skies  split,  so  that  my  sight 
Held  earth  on  earth,  and  moon  on  moon, 
And  star  on  star,  in  endless  flight, 
Until  my  spirit  seemed  to  swoon. 
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Onward  I  plunge  ;  the  reeling  stars 

Swing  by  with  all  perturbed  pace, 

Till  come  no  more  the  sun's  bright  bars, 

Nor  doth  the  moon  unveil  her  face. 

This  is  indeed  some  fulsome  place, 

Unlit,  unvisited,  alone 

In  the  vast  heavens,  without  trace 

Of  heaven's  eternal  benison. 

Sweet  Presence  !  art  thou  even  here, 
E'en  in  the  chasmed  gate  of  death  ? 
Lo  !  all  the  stars  do  disappear, 
And  the  wind  holds  his  bated  breath : 
The  fiends  of  darkness  crouch  beneath, 
And  waiting  stands  their  sentinel 
Who  guards  the  entrance  gate  of  hell : 
I  hear  his  snarls,  I  see  his  teeth. 


'Tis  changed,  and  like  th'   imprisoned  flood. 
Breaks  through  its  bars,  and  floweth  free  : 
My  soul  leaps  up  with  stinging  blood. 


{Unfinished) 
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MONTEZUMA 

(Prize  Poem,  Cheltenham  College,  191 3) 

Mexico,  thou  vale   of  ages,   time  indeed  hath  laid  her 

hand 
On  the  cities  of  thine  empire,  and  the  beauties  of  thy 

land. 
Perished  art  thou  and  forgotten,  all  thy  mighty  past  hath 

flown, 
Vanished  are  the  charms  that    made  thee  Montezuma's 

mountain  throne. 
Once  a  manly  race  upheld  thee,  dwelt  in  peace  within 

thy  land, 
And  a  brave  and  warlike  monarch  ruled  thee  with  an 

iron  hand. 
They  have  vanished  since  they  yielded,  yielded  to  a  foreign 

foe  : 
They  have  gone  ;   no  more  an  Aztec  lives  within  thee, 

Mexico. 
Stately  forests  have  been  levelled,  and  thy  woodlands  are 

no  more. 
For  the  axe  of  man  hath  found  them,  and  the  wasting  arm 

of  war. 
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And  thy  cities  they  have  vanished,  and  thy  capital  hath 

gone, 
Leaving  Anahuac  barren,  leaving  Mexico  forlorn. 
Temples  have  been  left  to  ruin,  and  thy   palaces    to 

rust, 
And  thy  towns  and  wayside  hamlets,  all  have  moulded 

into  dust. 
Desolation    broods    upon    thee    and  a  helplessness    re- 
mains. 
Where  once  flourished  a  great  empire,  and  now  stands 

deserted  plains. 
Splendour  !   Ah,  where  is  the  splendour  that  adorned  thee 

once  of  yore. 
Is  it  here  in  crumbling   ruins  ?      Is   it   in   a   nation's 

gore  ? 
Is  it  in  an  empire  gone  for  evermore  ? 


Where  the  mighty    Aztec  valley  from  the  northward 

rolls  away. 
And  below  in  sparkling  beauty  the  great  lakes  and  rivers 

lay  : 
Where  the  forest  and  the  woodland  clothe  the  hills  in 

cooling  green 
And  the  sun  beats  down  for  ever  on  that  gay  and  brilliant 

scene  : 
There  stands  out  in  gorgeous  splendour  in  the  valley  far 

below, 
With    her   pyramidal    temples    and    her    lofty    domes 

aglow, 
The  fair  city  of  that  ancient  Mexico. 
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And  a  man  stood  on  the  hilltop,  gazing  out  across  the 

plain, 
And  he  saw  that  shining  city,  then  he  turned  and  turned 

again, 
And  surveyed  the  lands  around  him,  with  the  towns  and 

hamlets  there, 
And  beheld  the  distant  mountains  with  a  gesture  of 

despair. 
"  I  have  ruled  you,  O,  my  people,  as  a  monarch  should," 

he  cried, 
*'  For  your  welfare  and  your  glory  I  have  conquered  far 

and  wide. 
I  have  built  you  towns  and  cities,  and  have  won  you  fame 

abroad. 
I  have  kept  your  honour  by  me,  for  your  freedom  I  have 

warred, 
Yet    the    gods    have     come     against    me     with    the 

sword." 


"  I  have  beckoned  them  come  forward,  even  to  my  city 

gate. 
For  I  dare  not  risk  their  vengeance  when  the  heavens  on 

them  wait. 
Did  my  brother,  counsel  rightly  when  before  my  chiefs 

he  said, 
*  Drive  them  back,  drive  back  the  Spaniards,  fight  till 

nought  are  left  but  dead. 
Drive      them      back     till     very      Hfe     itself     hath 

fled.' 
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"  They  are  here  within  my  kingdom,  marching  onward 

through  the  vale  ; 
They  have  come  with  fire  and  lightning,  and  with  rods 

that  spit  death's  hail, 
Shall  they  rule  this  land,  this  valley  that  our  ancestors 

once  trod  ; 
Yet  as  Aztecs  can  we  fight  them  ;   can  we  strive  against 

a  god. 
Am  I  now  to  lose  the  empire  that  my  ancestors  have 

won  ; 
Am  I  now  to  stay  the  conquest  that  my  father  had 

begun  ? 
I    have     bidden     them     come     hither  —  and     'tis 

done." 


So  he  spake ;  and  o'er  the  valley  slowly  sank  the  sun  to 

rest. 
Crimsoning  the  snow-topped  mountains,  fading  red  into 

the  west. 
So  he  spake  ;  and  o'er  the  valley  from  the  distant  mountain 

height, 
Rolled  a  fearful  clash  of  thunder,  with  a  blinding  flash  of 

light, 
Blazoning  the  world  to  plunge  it  into  night. 


As  the  first  streaks  of  the  morning  spread  across  the  eastern 

sky; 
As  the  dawn  broke  forth  in  splendour,  and  the  sun  rose  up 

on  high, 
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Pouring  o'er  that  vale  of  beauty,  rolling  back  the  shades 

of  night, 
Sparkling  on  the   Aztec  city  in  a  thousand    beams  of 

light  ; 
On  the  road  there  marched  an  army,  to  the  city  drawing 

near. 
With   their   banners   flying   gaily,   and   their   trumpets 

sounding  clear. 
Echoing    through     the     mountain    gorges    far    and 

near. 


And  a  grizzled  warrior  led  them,  mounted  on  a   fiery 
steed, 

Victor  of   a   hundred   battles   and   a   valiant    man   in- 
deed. 

None   but  he  could  wield  the   broadsword  that  hung 
swaying  by  his  side  ; 

None  but  he  could  lead  to  glory,  veterans  that  behind  him 
stride  ; 

None  but  he  could  vanquish  kingdoms,  and  leave  nations* 
bones  to  rust. 

Could  inspire  his  men  with  courage,  and  ensure  their 
perfect  trust ; 
None  but  Cortez  could  lay  empires  in  the  dust. 


Now  he  looked  upon  his  troopers  and  the  waving  flags  of 

Spain  ; 
Then  he  turned    toward  the  valley  with    its  powerful 

domain, 
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Where  the  city  of  the  Aztecs  spread    Its    pinnacles  on 

high, 
And  he  saw  its  golden   splendour,  and  a  gleam  was  in 

his  eye, 
And  he  muttered,  "  I  will  conquer  thee  or  die." 

On  they  marched  ;   that  gallant  army  made  a  brave  and 

goodly  sight, 
With  their  swords  and  falchions  gleaming,  and  their  helms 

of  steel  alight. 
On  they  marched  ;  when  from  the  city,  on  the  roadway 

came  in  view, 
The  escort  of  the  emperor  in  a  glittering  retinue. 
He  had  come  to  meet  the  Spaniards  to  conduct  them 

through  the  town  ; 
And  he  came  in  all  his    splendour   as   indeed   befits   a 

crown. 
They  perceived  amid  the  nobles,borne  the  royal  palanquin, 
And  they  saw  as  it  approached  them  the  great  emperor 

within, 
Who  lay  list'ning  to  the  music's  martial  din. 

Then    descended    Montezuma,    while    his    subjects    all 

around 
High  and  low  degree  together,  bend  their  faces  to  the 

ground ; 
And  he  comes  to  meet  the  Spaniards,  while  proud  Cortez 

halts  his  force  ; 
Then  rides  forward  to  the  emperor,  and  dismounting  from 

his  horse, 
With  his  cavaliers  awaits  the  intercourse. 
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Tall  and  thin  was  Montezuma,  long  and  straight  his  raven 

hair, 
While  his  eye  was  strong  and  fearless,  and  his  pallid  face 

was  fair. 
Melancholy  were  his  features,  not  from  pain  or  trouble 

freed  ; 
Brave  and  stately  was  his  bearing,  worthy  of  a  prince 

indeed. 
But  upon  his  lofty  forehead,  pride  and  arrogance  were 

writ, 
And  his  eye  that  gleamed  so  fiercely,  with  the  lust  of  war 

was  lit. 
Thus  he  looked  as  he  approached  them  in  his  kingly  robes 

arrayed  ; 
Thus  he  looked  a  monarch  truly  to  command  and  be 

obeyed  ; 
Montezuma  ;  King  of  all  that  he  surveyed. 

They  have  met,  those  worlds  of  ages,  for  the  old  hath  met 

the  new  ; 
They  have  met  in  peace  together,  on  a  day  which  one  shall 

rue. 
Not  with  clash  of  sword  and  weapon,  not  with  ring  of 

steel  on  steel, 
Not  with  tramp  of  conqu'ring  nations,  or  the  trumpets' 

rallying  peal, 
Not  in  long  and  stricken  contest  by  the  hosts  of  nations 

fought. 
But  in  calm  yet  hostile  meeting,  which  vast  time  itself 

hath  wrought ; 
Spain  and  Mexico  together  have  been  brought. 
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They   have   parted ;     Montezuma   to   his   litter   oftce 

again, 
Midst  the  prostrate  crowds  around  him,  and  the  nobles 

of  his  train; 
And  the  Spaniards  led  by  Cortez  and  the  brother  of  the 

King, 
Onward  go  toward  the  city,  making  street  and  archway 

ring. 
'Neath  the  city  gates  and  onward  through  the  capital's 

domain. 
With  their  flags  and  banners  waving,  and  the  music's 

martial  strain, 
And  the  tramp  of  feet  resounding  in  their  train. 

Up  the  great  streets  of  the  city,  and  the  Aztecs  watched 

them  go. 
Watched  the  gods  as  they  beheld  them  ;    watched  with 

hate  their  deadliest  foe,^ 
As  they  stalked  in  proud  defiance  close  behind  the  ranks 

of  Spain, 
Like  some  wild  beasts  of  the  forests,  prowling  mid  the 

homes  of  men. 
On  they  marched  o'er  bridge  and  causeway,  till  they  came 

at  evening  glow 
To  the  high  ground  of  the  city,  where  its  whole  width 

spread  below  ; 
And  they  looked  upon  the  town  of  Mexico. 

^  The  Tlascalans,  a  race  living  on  the  outskirts  of  Anahuac, 
and  hostile  to  the  Aztecs,  who  were  conquered  by  Cortez,  and 
afterwards  marched  into  Mexico  with  him.    (Prescott's  Mexico.) 
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There  her  great  canals  lay  sparkling  in  all  quarters  of  the 

town, 
While  upon  them  vessels  gUded,  and  canoes  glanced  up 

and  down. 
And  upon  her  open  causeways  slowly  moved  a  mighty 

throng, 
And  there  rose  the  hum  of  voices,  like  the  murmur  of  a 

song; 
While   above   the   great   assembly  and   the  city's  busy 

drone. 
Stood  the  temple  of  the  Aztecs,  in  a  great  square  of  its 

own. 
With  its  portals  and  its  towers  of  massive  stone. 


Then  before  those  gates  they  halted,  and  the  emperor 

again 
Comes  to  give  the  Spaniards  greeting,  to  salute  the  flags 

of  Spain. 
He  approaches  to  proud  Cortez,  and  he  beckons  with  his 

hand 
To  the  left  side  of  the  temple,  where  a  pile  of  buildings 

stand. 
"  This,  O  Malinche,"  speaks    the  sovereign,  "  this,  O 

mighty  king,  is  yours. 
For  your  people  and  your  soldiers,  for  the  emblem  of  your 

cause. 
Stay  and  rest,  for  long  your  journey,  for  the  present  rest 

and  wait. 
Shortly  shall  we  meet  together  to  discuss  a  nation's  fate. 
When  you  shall  attend  in  honour  at  our  state." 
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Night  fell  o'er  the  Aztec  city,  nature  drooped  in  peace- 
ful sleep, 

And  the  world  lay  still  and  silent,  dreaming  in  a  slumber 
deep  ; 

When  there  thundered  from  the  city,  followed  by  a 
blinding  flash. 

The  great  boom  of  mighty  cannon,  in  an  echoing  rolling 
crash. 

And  it  shook  the  streets  and  houses  like  a  giant  in  his 
might, 

And  it  lit  the  lakes  and  rivers  with  a  trembling  lurid  light. 
While  the  smoking  vapour  rolled  into  the  night. 

Well  might  Montezuma   falter,  and  the  Aztecs  shrink 

with  fright, 
When  they  heard  the  cannon  sounding,  and  they  saw  that 

flashing  light. 
It  proclaimed  to  them  that  Cortez,  that  dread  man,  that 

unknown  god. 
Who   within   the   city's  bosom,  with  his  followers  now 

trod, 
Called  the  thunder  from  the  heavens,  and  the  bolts  of  fire 

and  flame. 
As  a  sign  to  Anahuac,  that  to  blood  and  war  he  came ; 
And  they  trembled  as  they  thought  on  Cortez'  name. 

'Twas  the  murmur  of  a  nation,  'twas  the  sullen  sound  of 

war, 
Like  the  moan  of  distant  waters,  as  they  roll  and  tumble 

o'er. 
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Roaring  through  the  valley  gorges,  murmuring  gently 

through  the  fen  ; 
'Twas  a  hoarse  but  growing  whisper  from  the  throats  of 

unseen  men. 
Ever  louder  swelled  the  roaring  of  an  onward  pressing 

foe, 
And  the  Spaniards  weakened,  as  they  heard  the  distant 

voices  grow, 
Ever  louder  through  the  streets  of  Mexico. 

From  the  fortress  looked  brave  Cortez,  and  dismay  was 

in  his  eye. 
But  he  gave  his  orders  calmly,  though  his  features  told  the 

lie. 
"  Load    the  cannon  !  "    'twas  completed.     "  Let    them 

sweep  across  the  square. 
To  your  posts,  ye  men  and  Spaniards,  to  your  posts,  and 

leave  who  dare. 
There  is  Mexico  before  us,  and  the  rivers  lie  around  ; 
If  ye  try  to  leave  the  city,  ye  are  massacred  or  drowned, 
If   ye   stay,  there  still  are  hordes  of  gold  unfound." 

Cortez  turned  and  looked  about  him,  out  across  the  square 

once  more. 
And  he  listened  to  the  murmur,  as   it  swelled  into    a 

roar. 
Then  the  square  was  filled  with  Aztecs,  brandishing  their 

swords  and  spears, 
Who  came  charging  at   the  fortress,  rushing  on  with 

shouts  and  cheers. 
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"  Fire  !  "  the  cannons  thundered  fiercely,  and  the  charging 

line  rolled  back, 
But  they  rallied  and  came  forward  undismayed  to  the 

attack. 
Mid  the  roaring  of  the  guns  and  rifle  crack. 

All  day  long  [the   fight    continued,  all  day    long  the 

Spaniards  fought. 
Fought  with  courage,  fought  with  terror,  fought  to  save 

what  they  had  wrought. 
All  day  long  the  frenzied  Aztecs  strove  like  fiends  the  day 

to  win, 
To  break  through  the  walls  of  veterans,  and  to  reach  their 

king  within. 
Swelling  with  their  cries  and  yells  the  battle  din. 

As  the  battle  raged  in  fury,  and  the  Spaniards  slowly 

gave. 
While  the  Aztecs  shouted  wildly,  rushing  to  a  glorious 

grave ; 
Suddenly  the  fighting  wavered,  and  across  the  scene  there 

lay 
A  great  stillness,  calm  and  deathlike,  when  the  slayer 

ceased  to  slay : 
And  men  stood  like  silent  statues,  gazing  up  into  the  sky  : 
Only  groans  came  from  the  wounded,  only  dying  moved 

to  die. 
Like  the  heavens  overclouded  with  the  storm  and  wintry 

rain, 
Suddenly  do  break  asunder,  and  the  light  pours  down  again : 
So  the  battle  ceased,  and  peacefulness  did  reign. 
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From  the  centre  of  the  palace,  where  its  turret  gleamed 

on  high, 
Stood  an  escort  robed  in  splendour,  gazing  down  from 

out  the  sky. 
And  a  chief  stepped  slowly  forward,  and  along  that  crov\d 

below 
Went  a  murmur,  "Montezuma," and  they  one  and  all  bent 

low. 
Then  the  king,  with  hand  uplifted,   slowly  spake  unto 

the  crowd. 
With  a  calm  majestic  utterance,  in  a  tone  both  clear  and 

loud, 
While  the  waiting  multitude  their  faces  bowed. 


"  I  am  your  king  : 

And  are  you  here,  my  people, 

Against  his  might  ? 

Why  do  I  hear  the  battle  ring, 

And  see  the  fight 

E'en  round  the  palace  of  your  forefathers  ? 

Is  it  because  you  think  your  lord 

A  prisoner  ? 

I  am  no  captive : 

These  strangers  here  are  guests, 

With  whom  your  monarch  rests. 

And  do  you  think  to  drive  them  from  our  gates  ? 

They  shall  depart 

At  their  own  will, 

If  you  will  leave  them  still. 
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Return  to  your  estates ; 
Lay  down  your  arms ; 

Show  your  obedience  to-  your  king,  who  waits  '^. 

To  receive  his  due. 

The  white  men  shall  go  back  to  their  own  land, 
All  shall  be  well  with  you." 


So  he  finished,  while  a  murmur  of  contempt  ran  through 

the  crowd, 
Like  the  rippling  of  a  river,  when  it  swells  to  roaring  loud. 
And  they  cried  "  Base  Aztec  !     Coward  !    Woman  !  fit 

to  weave  and  spin," 
And  they  yelled  taunts  of  defiance,  echoing  far  above  the 

din. 
Then   an  Aztec  hurled  a  weapon,  and  then  followed 

spear  and  stone  ; 
And  they  felled  him,  felled  their  monarch,  and  he  lay 

as  he  was  thrown. 
He  was  carried  sorely  wounded,  back  within  the  palace 

tower, 
Wounded  by   humiliation,  more   than   by   that   deadly 

shower  ; 
While  the  Aztecs  rushed  with  terror  from  his  power. 


And  is  he  dead  ;   and  hath  he  died  in  splendour, 
Arrayed  in  honour,  princes  by  his  side  ; 
His  nation  mourning  for  their  lost  defender  ? 
Nay  !  not  so  hath  he  died. 
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And  is  he  dead  ;  and  hath  he  died    in  glory, 
Upon  the  battlefield  in  kingly  pride  ; 
Amid  his  comrades  lying  still  and  gory  ? 
Nay  !  not  so  hath  he  died. 

Upon  his  lips  the  war  cry  "  No  surrender !  " 
The  sword  of  hope  and  freedom  by  his  side. 
And  is  he  dead,  and  hath  he  died  in  splendour  ? 
Nay !  not  so  hath  he  died. 

And  is  he  dead  ;  and  are  these  men  around  him 
His  enemies  ?     They  saw  his  parting  breath. 
They  felt,  though  could  not  see  the  bonds  that  bound 
him, 
Disgrace  at  such  a  death. 

Within  a  humble  cell ;  no  monarch's  palace. 
No  costly  robe,  no  emblem  of  his  pride. 
Nought  left  to  him  but  fear  and  bitter  malice : 
Thus  hath  the  great  king  died. 
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VERSES 

Fame,  art  thou  dead  ?  proud  honour,  be  thou  sleeping  ? 

Doth  the  wild  fire  within  thee  burn  no  more  ? 
Is  there  a  field  of  glory  still  in  keeping  ? 

Or  hath  the  world  deprived  thee  of  thy  store  ? 

Are  there  no  lands  unconquered  still  remaining  ? 

Do  the  great  seas  roll  on  no  more  unknown  ? 
Are  the  proud  wreaths  of  conquest  others  gaining  ? 

Are  the  wide  paths  of  fame  to  others  shown  ? 


Give  me  one  hour  of  life,  of  life  the  glorious ; 

Oh  give  me  freedom  !     I  will  conquer  yet ; 
Either  to  die,  to  face  my  death  victorious, 

And  leave  a  mark  the  world  will  not  forget. 
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"THE   NIGHT  ROWERS'^ 

A  Dream  of  the  Nile 

Thou  mighty  and  endless  river, 

Wonderful,  proud  and  strong, 
Which  hath  flowed  through  the  ages  ever^ 

Through  (the)  pages  of  time  along ; 
And  hath  traced  out  a  swelling  current 

In  a  strange  and  mystic  land. 
Where  the  world  was  a  naked  desert 

And  the  earth  was  parching  sand. 

A  land  of  mysterious  omens, 

A  country  of  gods  and  kings. 
Of  deep  and  insolvable  secrets. 

Of  wondrous  and  ghastly  things. 
Through  this  thou  hast  rolled  thy  splendour 

Since  the  life  of  the  world  began. 
And  the  desert  hath  turned  to  pasture, 

Wherever  thy  waters  ran. 

O  Egypt,  thou  home  of  beginning, 
Thou  mother  indeed  of  the  world, 

O  Nile,  thou  powerful  torrent, 

Which  hath  over  the  desert  purled, 

Turning  acrid  sand  into  meadow 
Wherever  thy  waters  curled. 
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Down  the  river  they  swing 

On  (the)  zephyr  breeze  of  the  night, 
Like  a  bird  upon  the  wing 

That  on  the  wave  doth  alight. 
•GHding  in  peace  through  the  desert, 

Lit  by  the  placid  moon  ; 
Swinging  to  beat  of  the  rowers 

And  the  river's  ceaseless  tune. 

Paintly  through  moonlight  and  shadow, 

'Neath  many  an  arch  sedate, 
Sometime  the  ghnt  of  an  image 

Or  gleam  of  a  temple  gate 
Showed  for  an  instant  behind  them, 

And  was  gone  in  the  darkness  again. 
Like  the  passing  phase  of  a  fancy 

That  is  lost  to  the  active  brain. 

In  the  midst  of  a  rolling  country. 

In  the  cool  of  the  eventide, 
Swimming  the  river  of  ages 

Wrapped  in  its  waters  wide  ; 
With  the  moon  and  her  glorious  army 

Arrayed  in  the  velvet  sky. 
And  phantoms  of  trees  and  of  temples 

That  flit  in  the  darkness  by. 

How  often  those  kings  of  the  river. 
Those  gods,  those  warriors  bold, 

Have  sat  by  the  quivering  tiller 
And  watched  the  day  grow  old  ; 
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Have  watched  as  they  speeded  swiftly. 

The  temple,  the  flaring  pile, 
The  fields  and  lands  of  their  fathers 

On  the  banks  of  the  brooding  Nile. 

Have  watched  as  they  speeded  swiftly, 

The  twilight  form  and  fall ; 
Have  looked  at  the  towns  as  they  vanishecf. 

And  counted  and  named  them  all ; 
Have  heard  with  preboding  and  terror 

Full  many  a  forest  wail, 
Have  listened  with  fanciful  wonder 

To  the  song  of  the  nightingale. 

How  often  have  young  lovers  sat  here 

And  gazed  at  the  fleeting  tide. 
With  the  filling  sail  above  them 

And  the  swaying  oars  beside  ; 
The  rhythm  and  beat  of  their  motion,. 

The  music  of  Nature  around 
Filling  their  hearts  with  gladness. 

Their  spirits  with  peace  profound. 
•  •  *  *  » 

Ah !  once  have  I  sat  beside  her, 

Once  in  forgotten  days. 
Once  in  the  distant  Western 

Have  I  seen  the  red  sun  blaze 
As  he  sank  to  his  couch  in  the  desert. 

And  she  was  beside  me  then. 
Queen  of  the  sparkling  desert, 

And  I  was  a  king  of  men. 
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How  can  I  think  or  listen 

To  aught  that  assails  me  now, 
To  aught  but  the  waves  that  glisten, 

Or  the  wash  of  the  cutting  prow  ? 
How  can  I  talk  or  question, 

Except  to  the  whispering  wind, 
Except  to  the  moon  above  me 

And  the  shadows  that  slip  behind  ? 

O  how  the  stars  in  the  heavens 

Twinkle  and  cluster  and  peep, 
Guarding  the  skies  set  around  them, 

Watching  the  earth  in  its  sleep  ; 
Gliding  onward  and  onward 

Faintly  appear  the  dim  shores, 
O  how  the  earth  seems  to  slumber 

To  the  gentle  wash  of  the  oars. 

O  how  the  moonbeams  quiver, 

Vanish  and  form  and  break. 
O  how  the  voice  of  the  river 

Murmurs  as  though  it  spake. 
O  how  the  song  of  the  nightbird 

Floats  in  the  heavens  above. 
O  how  my  heart  outstretches. 

Yearns  to  its  song  of  love. 

O  how  the  reeds  that  rustle. 
The  winds  that  gently  sigh, 

The  river's  dulcid  murmur. 

And  the  chantry  from  the  sky  ; 
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The  oarsplash  of  the  rowers, 
The  ripples  that  rush  along, 

Blend  in  the  heavens  above  me 
Into  one  glorious  song. 

*  *  *  *  4 

Down  the  river  they  swing 

On  zephyr  breeze  of  the  night, 
With  white  sail  on  the  wing, 

Like  bird  in  the  pale  moonlight. 
And  the  gentle  chant  of  the  rowers. 

As  they  bend  to  the  glist'ning  oar. 
Comes  faintly  up  in  the  stillness 

And  is  gone  for  evermore  ; 
Gone  and  the  night  enshrouds  them  ; 

Gone  and  the  closing  shades 
Cover  the  land  and  the  river, 

Cover  the  vision  that  fades. 


POEM 

As  when  proud  earth  once  rolled  from  out  the  night, 

A  hurtling  orb  of  fire,  a  burning  sphere 
Emblazoning  the  heavens  with  its  light, 

Flaming  and  crashing  through  the  voidless  waste 
Into  the  dark  unknown  ;    on  year  by  year, 

As  from  that  all-eternal  godhead  sent, 
The  trackless  path  it  traced. 

Hurling  its  dazzling  flames  far  through  the  firmament. 

And  e'er  the  sons  of  men  made  full  the  plan 

Of  that  wide  all,  that  fiery  universe. 
That  world  of  hurtling  suns,  and  span  on  span 

Of  glimmering  lights  that  twinkled  in  a  sea 
Of  everlasting  darkness  ;    e'er  the  curse 

Of  men  had  fallen,  when  each  star,  each  earth 
Rolled  to  its  destiny. 

To  its  appointed  place  in  the  vast  heaven's  girth. 

Then  through  that  night  in  splendid  harmony 

Rose  the  wild  music  of  the  rushing  spheres 
As  they  moved  onward  to  their  destiny, 

And  the  whole  heavens  quivered  with  the  song 
Of  those  revolving  planes,  which  through  the  years 

Far  up  the  distant  skies  rolled  up  that  sound. 
Music  superb  and  strong 

That  shook  the    heights ;    e'er  dying  rose  and  fell 
around. 
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Alway  through  time  uprose  the  mighty  sound 

Of  those  great  planets  twisting,  flying  on. 
Alway  through  time  that  music  played  around, 

Indeed  the  music  of  an  unseen  god 
Whose  works  in  the  wide  sky  for  ever  shone. 

The  strains  of  heaven,  of  hopes  that  ne'er  shall  cloy^ 
Of  paths  no  man  hath  trod 

Swelled  up,  and  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted  for  joy^ 

While  as  the  stars  rushed  o'er  the  heaven's  length, 

Sudden  the  sky  lit  up,  as  for  the  guide 
Of  some  huge  giant  striding  in  his  strength, 

Holding  the  lighted  pile  far  up  the  night, 
While  out  the  labyrinth  raced  side  by  side 

Two  specks,  and  crashed  together  with  a  flare 
That  set  the  heav'n  alight. 

Then  melted,  leaving  in  the  night  a  sullen  glare. 

As  though  the  cosmic  spirit  lit  the  face 

Of  night  as  crashed  those  worlds,  and  the  noise  great 
Rolled  and  verbrated  on  through  endless  space. 

No  grander  sight  hath  e'er  to  us  been  left. 
When  that  lone  earth  rushed  onward  to  its  fate, 

While  the  vast  company  of  stars  looked  on 
Upon  the  whole  sky  cleft, 

As  left  that  fire  across — and  those  great  worlds  were 
gone. 

And  now  as  heavenward  gazing,  man  doth  see 
A  thousand  twinkling  lights  set  in  a  dome 

Of  darkness,  there  in  all  serenity 
The  ambour  car  of  the  pale  moon  sweeps  by, 
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2*Jow  hidden  in  some  cloud  thrown  up  like  foam 
Across  her  bows,  and  now  majestic  still, 

Far  up  the  sparkling  sky- 
Obeying  the  decree  of  one  Almighty  Will. 

Around  her  watch  the  sentinels  of  time, 

Around  her  float  the  music  of  the  skies ; 
And  she  reigns  on  unchanged  by  year  and  clime, 

Ever  the  same,  the  queen  of  heaven  and  earth 
Who  hath  seen  all,  through  age  that  never  dies ; 

Who  shall  see  all,  while  moons  wax  and  decay 
Till  all  shall  have  new  birth. 

And   land   and   sea  and  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass 
away. 


LO^ 


LIFE 

The  burthen  of  an  ancient  song,  an  echo 
Reverberating, 
Permeating 
Within  the  spirit,  heard  not  of  the  soul ; 
Dim  as  the  stars  and  the  lost  light  of  heaven, 
Those  wandering  planets  of  the  void  that  roll 
Beyond  the  pale  of  God. 

A  vibrant  sorrow,  an  old,  old  regret 
Long  faded,  long  forgotten 
And  now  begotten 
Of  memory,  that  once  more  shall  forget. 

The  sight  of  worlds  scintillant,  and  afar  off, 
The  moon,  the  stars  her  daughters ; 

A  sense  of  earth  and  heaven  and  field  and  forest, 
Of  woods  and  wandering  waters. 
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EPILOGUE 

Time  rolls.     How  quickly  all  our  joys  are  fled  ! 
The  things  we  look  for  here,  and  strive  to  gain 
With  all  our  earthly  strength,  do  not  remain. 
Ma/i  comes ;  he  lives  his  life, 
And  now  is  dead. 
The  vast  eternity  receives  his  soul, 
And  time  rolls  on,  that  evermore  shall  roll. 


Ill 
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